
The Busy Bees
WISH you and yours all a Marry Christmas!

Only a nhort tlmo ngo tho Dusy Dees had ThankBgivingWIJ stories to write. Tho days have slipped by so fast that next
week they can write about tho best tlmo of tho year, Christ-
mastime, which means a nlco Ions vacation, visits with dear

enes and lots of good things to cat.
If we should have a big snow thero would be much sport to tell about

where wc havo visited, and surely Santa Claus will visit us all beforo they
write again. The greatest thing to remember about tho day Is the gift of
giving, as we know some little folks are planning to do, and, we urgo those
who have not thought of this to do it and toll usuibout It. Wo think n
Busy Beo who can write us a story of real lovo and gift-givin- g ought to
get the next, prize. What do you think about this?

Some of tho children wrlto real often, and such good stories, but If
they do not see their stories in one week they will sometime soon. Wn
like to make room, and nre suro all do, for some who havo written their
very first story. We aro looking for more Busy Bee pictures for tho page
of next week, so those who havo tbcm will please let tig know and wo will
be glad to receive thom.

Prizes this week are awarded to Lenore Pratt, first prize, and Helon
Wlnkleman, second; honorable mention to Clarice Mann.

Little Stories by Little Folk
(First Trite.)

Charlotte's Lesson.
ly Lenore Pratt, Aged 10 Years. 9)22

Psclflo Street, Omaha. Tied Hlrfo.

Charlotte was a very selfish child. She
wanted everything she saw. Ono day

he saw soma very pretty furs. Sho
paid to her mother: "Mother, will you
buy me thoso rursr' "I will. Charlotte,"
said her mother, "If you will fix up all
your old dolls for tho poor children."
Hut Charlotto said: "t need them nit
myself." Her mother Bald' nothing, but
Charlotte got no furs.

That nlcht aha was very tired and so
went to bed early. She thought (he saw
a fairy come In at the window. The
fairy, was dressed In gauzy white nnd
said In a low, silvery voice: "Charlotte,
would you like to visit the homo of
Santa, Clausf" Charlotto Said: "That
would be fine" 80 she placed her arms
around the falry'a neck and away they
went over the hills and rivers.

Soon they saw some little people who
looked like dwarfs. Charlotte asked the
fairy who they were- - and what they
were doing. The fairy said they were
Hahta Claus' helpers.

They went through many shops and
Charlotte wanted many things. TJut tho
fairy raid: "No, you cannot havo any.
thing because you would not give your
old dolls away to tho poor children who
liaycn't got anything to play with.''

Charlotto woke up crying, for she had
learned a great lesson.

I am a now Uusy Bee and would like
to join the nod Side. ,

(Second Prise.)
The .Squirrels' Thanksgiving.

(A. True. Story.)
By Helen Wlnkelman, Aged 10 Years. 81C

North Korty-thlr- d Street, Omaha
Uluo Side. 1

At, last., the, day had come when wo
wefe to start. to grandpa's for Thanks-- .
Aivtar, and I. was very happy except for
one troublesomo thought. Who would
gtws fr. frisk her Thanksgiving dinner?
Of- - course sW had the nuts and acorns
that sfcfl iad boen busy burying 'all full,
And there was tho apple she had ad card-fuH-y

hidden In the crotch of a tree Just
the day before, and there was plenty of
corn but these were Just common every
day things.

Of course she could be a "Pollynnna"
squirrel and be giad that she had even
corn, but how could I be glad at my
Thanksgiving feast with her at home all
alone and neglected, when she has been
my" friend for six years, coming to my
window to visit me when I was sick
and playing with me when I was well.

At last I thought of a' plan. She loved
black walnuts so that I thought It would

many thev miht 'T m k. . -- 1. t . . . . 1 - a . .
vcm.-- .. a knoir Mini x nnu 10 cracK

thero. because she Is so thrifty that even
oa Thanksgiving day she would work
hard to bury them.

So I oracked for over an hour and felt
well satisfied when a great heap of nuts
lay In her box.

H was only 'a few minutes till I heard
a great bustling and chattering going on
at the back door, and one'glance showed
me what was happening. Mrs, Frisk was
having a party. She had all
the friends she could find on such short
notice, and such a good time as they
were having.

(Honorable Mention.)
By Clarice Mann. Aged 1J Years. Tons,

Neb. Bed Bide.
Dear Busy Bees; I have read your

letters for a long time and I would like
to Join your happy circle. I will now
tell you where I spent my Thanksgiving.
I stayed at home all day, but I had a
very nioe time. My slater came home
and she brought her little baby. His
name Is Laurence. I think he Is very
cute. He Uvea at Rosalie, Neb.

Grandma Moose's Thanksgiving.
By Viola Poipeshll. Aged 14. Venus. Neb.,

icw luiuvu- - uiue siue.
A group of boys, and girls were gathered

under a bunch of cedar trees on one of
streets in a village. Jt was

two days before Thanksgiving and they
were talking excitedly about it.

"WaVa mlnr In Vibi-- til --I. .- - iui ncj (
pumpkin pies, cranberry sauce, celery
and Oh! a whole of other goodies."
sold Millie Hawks.

Wo are not going to have a turkoy.4
mi a nice Dig goose," said Charlotte
Henderson.

"Oh, that's all rlgjit, what we are going
to have for a dinner, but what can we
do for some fun? Playing games Isn't
much fun. Couldn't we play a Joke on
somebody?" asked Fred Lawson.

"That would be Just the thing! But,
who will we play the Joke on? Cliarllo
Sprlggs. Oh, 1 know, Grandma Moose!"
said Emma Paytba.

"Oh. yes, Grandma Moose," cried the
boys and girls.

There were two children-- , however, who
Md not Join in the "Joke." These two
were, Verna and Hobert Preston. They
were about to disperse when Dick Gra-
ham chanced to see an old. bent and
febble woman hobbling along the road,

"If there Isn't Grandma Moose,"
ejaculated Dirk.

They all looked that way and saw
it was Grandma Moose coming along the
road. Just "as she came in front of tho
cedar trees, she tripped and fell to the
ground. Most of the boys and girls
started to laugh, but Verna and Robert

out to the road and the old
iady up. She thanked them and went
tn "hr way

Tb next day the boys and girls gain- -
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eed under the cedar trees again. Their
topic of conversation was about Thanks
giving and they were laughing at the
"Joke" that was to be prepared for

(

Grandma Moose.
'That will he fun to watch Grannie

Moose when sho comes out doors," said
Fred, "We'll fix- -"

"llold on," interrupted Bobert, "Verna
and I talked this over last night and It
does not exactly please us. Wouldn't
It be lots nicer If we would gtve Grandma
Moose a surprise? If you still think you
would like to play the Joke on her, Verna
end I will not be In it."

But they all thought It would be nicer!
to have a surprise than a Joke, so they
nil started for home with happy faces be
cause thoy know how Grandma Mooso,
would appreciate a nice surprise. Verna
and ltobort were well pleased with the
turn affairs had taken.

This old woman was known as "Grand,
ma Moose" by all tho people In the vil-
lage, 'although she was of no relation.
She lived In an o)d house about half a
mils out of tho village. Every morning
sho would go to the village to see If
eho could not possibly find some work.
Nearly every noon she came home dis-
couraged. She was away all forenoon.

On Thanksgiving morning she was Just
ready to so out, then she stopped.

"Well, II today ain't Thonksglvln', and
I haven't got anything to eat. Well'
Weill Wonder If I'll get some work
today?" Then sho went out.

All that forenoon mysterious objects
could be seen flitting In and around tho
house. At 11 o'clock they were seen
speeding along the road toward the vll
lags. At the bunch of cedar trees they
stopped.

"Whoop!" yelled Dick, throwing his cap
Into the air, "I believe !t will be worth
our trouble. Verna nnd Robert will
make good spies, so we will know all
about It soon. Here comes Granny now.

10 let's conceal ourselves."
I So they all found a hiding placo where
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ana they were surprised to see a smile
on her wrinkled face. After she had
passed by,"' Fred said, "Winder what
made- - her look so happy?"

"Perhaps she found a good deal of
work," said Charlotte, with a merry
twinkle tn her eye. for she had Instructed
her' mother to have all the women give
Grandma Moose some work.

Grandma Moose was so happy because
sho had so much work that she did not
t otlce the appcarnnco of tho yard In
front of tho house. She opened the door
and stopped short. The room was clean
and neat, a bright fire was burning In
the stove and on the table were plied all
nice things to eat which would last
Grandma a long time. Then she

the yard bad looked different
and she turned around and to her sur-
prise saw a largo pile of wood and the
yard was cleaned of all the rubbish. She
did not know that two pair of eyes were
matching her every move. These two pair
of eyes belonging to Verna and Robert,
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THE MAN WHO KNEW
s& SANTA CLAUS BEST

VISIT FROM ST. NICHOLAS
'twas the night before Christmas when all through the house '

Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse:
The stockings were hung by the chimney with care.
In hopes that Saint Nicholas soon would be there.
The children werejestled all snug in their beds.
While visions of sugarplums danced through their heads.
And Mama In her kerchief and I in my cap
Had just settled our brains for a long winter's nap:
When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter
I sprang from m bed io see what was the matter--
Away to the window I fled like a flash.
Tore open the shutters and threw up the sash. , .
The moon on the breast of the new fallen snow
Cave the lustre of mid day to objects below.

; When what to my wondering eyes.should appear
But a miniature sleigh end eight tiny reindeer.
With a little old driver so lively and quick
I knew In a moment It must be Saint Nick.
More rapid than eagles his coursers they came,
And he whistled and shouted and called them by name.
"Now. Dasherl now, Dancer! now. Prancerl and Vixenl
On. Come.! on, Cupid I on Donder and Blitzenf
To the top of the porchl To tne top of the walll
Now dash away I dash away! dash away all I"
As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly
When they meet with an obstacle mount to the sky.
So up to the housetop the coursers they flew.
With the sleigh full of toys and Sainf Nicholas toe.
And then in a twinkling I heard on the roof
The prancing and pawing of each little hoof

. As I drew In my head and was turning around.' Down the chimney St. N cholas came with a bound.
He was dressed all In furs from his head to his foot.
And his clothes were all tarnished with aVies and soot.
A bundle of Toys he had flung on his back.
And he looked like a pedler Just opening his pack!
His eyes---ho- w they twinkles! His dimples how merry!'
His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry!
His droll tittle mouth was drawn up in a bow,
And'the beard on his chin was as white as the snow:.

a, fg-
- i irv 91U111J- - vi r'r minia And the smoke It encircled his head like a wrsath:

He had a broad face and a little round belly.
That shook when he laughed like a bowiful.of jelly.'
He.wis chubby and plump, a rli?ht jolly old elf,
And J laughed when I saw him in spite of myself:
A wkik of his eye and a twist of his head
Soori gve me to know I had nothing to dread:
He spoke not-- a word, but went straight to his work
An4 filled all the stockings, then turned with a Jerk.

'And laying his finger aside of his nose
And g'rvins a nod up the chimney he rose.

o.Vi He sprang to his sleigh, to his tfam gave a whistle,
And away they all flew like the down of a thistle; '
But . I heard him exclaim ere he drove out of sight.
"Merry Christmas to all, and to all a good night."

who bad stayed behind to see how de-
lighted Grandma would be.

As Grandma ate xome of the good
things that were spread out on the' table
she sAld to herself, "Now I wonder who
could have been so kind and thoughtful
of me." Then she gave a start, "Maybe
It was the little boy and girl thafhelped

"This Is tho day we celebrate'
--nuiic ami Auarcss. School1806 Walter Anderson, ?50S Davonport 8t : Central

1906 Walter Anderson, 018 8outh 20th St Mason
1902 Mildred Booth, 2311 South 32d Ave Windsor
1899 Hlchard Brldenbecker, 106 South 35th Ave Farnain
1898 Krnest Carey, 813 South B2d 8t BooIb
1898 -- 'Csllo E. Crawford, 2818 Woolworth Ave Park
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1906 Luclle Elaine Murphy, 2046 North 21st St Lake
1905 Ellrabeth Robison. 2523 Capltol Ave ...Central
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1901 Margaret Shea, 1204 South 8th St Pacific
1890 Mart-re-t Slegel, 2017 Chicago St. Central
1899 Clarence Stock, 2510 Sowurd St.' Long
1900.. Arthur M Talmape. 008 South 36t.h Avo Columbian
1900 Lillian Van Kppa, 4100 North 3ttb St Central Park
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me up the other morning. I believe that's
who it was. Anyway they will .have a
surprise some day, too."

An Old Lady.
By Ella Smith. Aged Tears, R. P. D.

S, Box n, Pender, Neb. Red Side.
Once there lived an old lady In n

green house on the hill. She was very j

itinu, uui uiso very poor, one uvea an
alone and planted many kinds of flowers
around it because she loved them. She
kept chickens to help earn her living.
No one seemed to care much for her,
but one little girl named Helen. Helen
stopped to see the old lady ever' day
when coming home from school. She al-
ways gave her nice things. Once when
Helen was going to school she saw the
old lady carrying a basket of wood. It
was very heavy, so Helen helped her.
It was almost Christmas time and the old
lady wanted to give Helen something
for her kindness, but she had nothing.
The day before Chriutmus as . the old
lady,- - whose name was Mrs. Greene,
was going to market with her basket of
efc'BS, she found a little sparrow. She
picked it up and gave It to Helen for
Christmas. Helen whs very gtad and ,

gave Mrs. Greene many beautiful and
useful things for Christmas. Some of Hel- - j

en's friends asked why she gave Mrj.1
Greene the things. She said:

"To do to others as you would that j

they should do to you." Mrs. Greene
gained many friends by the proverb. 1

Letter from Busy Bee Queen. '
My Dear Busy Bees I am very sorry I

that some of the newer Busy Bees "do
not understand that the stories must t
original.

Wo most of us have read the stories
in different bocks and papers, and I
am sure no one wants to tell us a story
that wo have already heard or read, but
they do want to tell us one that they
themselves havo written, and we like to
road them. I hope that all the newer
writers and all the others that did not
know that the stories must ba original
wi'! now understand, and that there Will
Amj no more stories sent tn that nre not
original

Nsst Thursday will be Christmas and

we aro all looking forward to It with
the greatest of pleasure, I know.

I am very proud of my little new
kingdom of such faithful writers nnd of
such obedient subjects, and I wish you
the very happiest Ch'rlstmas possible.

Your queen,
HKt.KN ADKIN".

Poor Davy.
Madeline Kenyon, Aired 12. Ultm side.az Cuming Street, Omaha, Neb.

It was rr-ce-a time at the vlllace school.
Tho bell had rung, and the children hn.l
run out Into the bright sunshine with
laughter nnd fun.

All but poor Dnvy. Ho oame out last
nnd very slowly, but lie did not laugh
He was In trouble, and the brlcht. golden
sunlight did not make him glad.

He walked across tho yard and sat
down on a stone behind tho old maple.
A little bird on the highest branch sans
Just to make him laugh.

But Davy did not notice it. He was
thinking or the cruel words that had
been said about his ragged clothes. The
tears stole from his eyes and ran down
his cheeks.

Poor Davy had no father, and his
mother had to work hard to keep him
at school.

That night he went home by the path
that led across the fields and through tho
woods. He still felt sad.

Davy did not wish to trouble his
mother, so ho lingered a while among the
trees, and nt last threw himself on the
green moos under them.

Just then his teacher came along. She
saw who It was, and stopped, saying
kindly: "What Is the matter, Davy?" He
did not speak, but the tears began again
to start.

"Won't you tell me? Perhaps I can
help you."

Then he told her all his trouble When
ihe ended she said, cheerily: "I have a
plan, Davy, that I think will help you."

"Oh, what Is It?" he asked, sitting up
with a look of hope, whllo a tear fell
upon a blue violet

"Well, how would you like to be a little
llower merchant?"

"And earn money?" said Davy. "That
would be Jolly. But where shall I get
my flowers?"

"Right in these woods, and in the
field," said his teacher. "Here are lovely
blue violets, down by the brook are white
ones and among the rocks are ferns and
mosses. Bring them all to my house and
I will help you arrange them."

So day after day Davy hunted the
woods for the prettiest flowers, and the
most dainty ferns and mosses. After his
teacher had helped to arrange them he
took them to the city that was near nnd
sold them.

He soon earned money enough to buy
new clothes. Now the sunshine and the
blids' nongs make him glad.

A Violinist
By Milton Rogers, Aged U Years. 371S

Dewey Avenue. Red Side. ,
A boy was sitting with his head on

his knees sobbing. It was early evening
nnd the lad was sobbing to himself. He
was a tall, rather heavy set lad of
about 10 years, and his features showed
lie was a Russian. He murmured "sh!
a violin!" then again he sobbed, "fifteen
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dollars." Suddenly someone sat down
by him. The lad looked shyly up at a
tall smooth faced man. The man spoke
kindly, "Well my boy what Is the
trouble?" The boy was silent. 'This
will never do," said the man. "What
Is your name?" Through half stifled
sobs he replied, "what what's yours?"
Tho man smiled, "Kennett, John Ken-nett- ."

"Mine's Paul, Paul Realstic."
"Well Paul what's the trouble about?"
asked the man. Paul's tear-staine- d face

Hooked up, "Oh, Mr. Kennett I want a
violin and It cost $15'

"Well Paul, do you think-yo- u would
like to play, you know that you mutt
study and be patient?"

"Oh I Mr. Kennett If I owned a violin
I would practice all day If I had to."

"Well Paul come with me, you see I
can play a violin for I am a teacher."

So that Is how Paul got his violin,
by paying small payments each month
he soon really owned it. Paul took a
lessor) from Mr.- - Kennett every week,
and no matter how hard the lesson was
Paul always brought a perfect lesson.

A

a
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No pupil Improved as rapidly as PauUi
For three years Paul took from Mr. Ken
nott Paul loved to hear and practice the
violin, and when ono evening Mr. Ken
rctt cave a concert. Paul, to his de
light, played a number which pleased the
ttidlence greatly. That was Paul's start,
now he Is a teacher at 20, making
still give lessons his .parents
easily. He went to Europe for a year
and took lessons there. ' Paul soon was
Mr. Kennetfs right hand man. Paul
still gives lessons his parents.
nnd nralslne his admired teacher who!

was really his salvation.

A True Story.
ry Agnes Hnrtnett, 2201 Douglas Street,

Omaha. Red Side,
It was a cold night in December when

Mr. and Mrs. Brown went to bed with
tholr baby.

About midnight they heard an awful
scratching at the door. Mr. Brown took
his gun and wont to the door, because
they lived in tho woods and it might be
some wild animal.

On opening the door Mr. Brown dls .1

covered a large St Bernard dog. The
dog would go up to Mr. Brown and then
run awny again, as If .he wanted Mr.
Brown to follow him.

So, Mr. Brown followed the dog for
about two miles when they came to a
man lying dead In the snow. It was the
dog's master.

They brought the dog's master home
and burled him. Mr. Brown kept the
dog with him, because he was so faithful
to his master.

Tho following summer Mr. Brown's
llttlo girl went out to pick some flowers
by a small pond near the house. As she
was picking tho flowers a big panther
sotzed and took her up a tree. The dog,'
seeing the panther, rushed at- - him and
tho panther got so mad he dropped her
In tho pond nnd started to fight with the
dog.

The little, girl ran Into the house to
her mother. The dog killed the panther.
but the panther had made so jnanyj
wounds on him that he was
with blood when he ran into the house

Mrs. Brown bathed his wounds and a'
few days later he received a collar wlthj
"Faithful" written on It in gold letters.

Letter from Busv Bee. t

ny vona Torrey, Aged 8 Years, Avoca,
la. TMHA KlrlA

Dear Busy Bees I would like to Join'
the Busy Bees club, I would lke tot
Join the Blue Side. I am In the fourth
grade at school. My teacher's name Is.
Miss My birthday Is Jan-
uary 31. I will write some stories about!
my pets. I hope to see my letter Inf
print.

Practical Enoafch.
Mr. Rlake entered his offlco rather'wearily one summer's morning, and In I

icrponso to a cheery fromhu partner ho grouchlly replied:
"1 certainly had a shock last night, Ayoung fellow me he had mar-

ried my youngest daughter at Grant's '
Rock."

"Heavens!" returned his partner. "Well,
the only thing you can hope for now Is
that ho may turn out to be a practical
business man"

"Oh," the fond narenL "rguess he's practical enough. He Bant--'
nio message tjoiiect.' "
uaguzine. i

Get this $1.00 Gift for 25c
For Your Boy for Christmas

QT What boy wouldn't prefer a baseball
U ganie Christmas to anything else?
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It's the Best Game You Ever Saw !
It has taken the'eountry by storm.
Boys, men, women, girls, everywhere are playing it.
So simple that as soon as you see it you know how
to play it.
Rerhember: The game is made as attractively and as
durable as any one dollar game you ever bought.

Come in and see it!
You will vote it the biggest value ever offered by

newspaper.
regular $1.00 Game only 25c and Coupon

Get Champion Baseball Game today
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